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^CPIC you can build things 
shown in Mechanix Illustrated... 
lots of fellows do. . .directly from 
the plans and dope in the stories. 



Mechanix Illustrated radio, 
photography and airplane 
items are almost ahead of 
tomorrow! They have lots 
of interesting how-to-do-it 
information. 



MODEL planes you can build 
yourself . . . even PLANES STILL 
IN THE DESIGNER'S HEAD are 
featured in Mechanix Illustrat- 
ed. Don't miss any of them. 
Send the subscription coupon 
and money today! 



c/o Editor, Mechanix Illustrated Box 145 
22 West Putnam Ave., Greenwich, Conn. 
Dear Sir: . <■. 

I am enclosing $1.00 for seven issues 
of Mechanix Illustrated. Please hurry. I 
don't want to miss any of the new issues ! 



Name_ 
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BUCKET OF TROUBLE 




PARALLEL wakes 
stretched out behind 
the two speeding boats as 
the evening mists whipped 
from their tossing prows. 
The lighter, flimsier craft 
steadily increased its lead, 
and the stubborn coast guard 
boat wallowed after. Under- 
manned and unprepared, the 
two officers aboard had an 
unequal contest on their 
hands. Inspector Connally 
muttered under his breath as 
the fugitive pulled away and 
tenaciously aimed his blunt 
prow into the faintly lumin- 
ous trail. Around the little 
islands and keys, through 
virtually uncharted bayous, 
the boats competed. 

With startling suddenness 
the escaping shell sped 
around an outcropping of 
mangrove and vanished up a 
narrow inlet. As Connally 
steered in pursuit his sturdy 
craft balked, then shuddered 
free from a tricky mud reef. 
Immediately he backed 
water and' throttled into the 
tide just enough to hold his 



He mouthed soft curses 
and stared vengefully at the 
spot where the fleeing boat 
bad disappeared The only 
trace was a rapidly fading 
wake twisting up the chan- 
nel: The inspector left the 
wheel and leaned over the 
side, peering into the shal- 
low water. 

*T*ss than a fathom," he 
spoke to himself, "Maybe 



half a fathom." Mechanical- 
ly, he shed his coat moving 
the heavy revolver from its 
holster to his teeth. "Jim- 
my," he called to his assist- 
ant, "hold the scow right 
here. I'm going in on foot 
and see what's going on up 
the bayou." Before the me- 
chanic had time to comment, 
Connally was over the side, 
waist deep ,in the warm 
brine. He waded toward the 
nearby shore, waving back 
at the boat without turning 
his head. 

He left a jagged, dull wake 
behind while sloshing de- 
terminedly ashore. Dripping, 
he clumped up the bank and 
removed his shoes. Soft mud 
squished underfoot as he 
paralleled the winding inlet. 
Most men would have been 
concerned ahout snakes or 
alligators in this region, but 
not Connally. Brush impeded 
him and the thick roots 
clutched his feet in the in- 
creasing dark but he plodded 
on. Except for the wildlife 
there was no sound and he 
was tempted to give up the 
pursuit as hopeless. Sudden- 
ly, he saw something ahead 
that froze him in his tracks. 

INHERE was a faint glow 
light showing through the 
brush, and light in this area 
meant humans'! Cautiously, 
he crept closer, careful of the 
roots and branches. Silent as 
a .gliding snake he inched 



ahead, parted the few re- 
maining wisps of foliage 
obstructing his view and 
stared intently at the activ- 
ity revealed. 

By the flickering firelight 
three men appeared. Helped 
by two others, they were un- 
loading cartons from, the 
sleek little speedboat and 
carting them to a massive 
truck backed up on a make- 
shift roadway. Connally 
didn't know what was in the 
cartons. He did know it was 
something illegal, or the men 
would have imported them 
through regular channels. 
He inched closer, trying to 
overhear their talk. All the 
men were armed and the in- 
spector automatically finger- 
ed his heavy revolver. 

Quickly he calculated the 
chances. One against five. 
But if he returned to his 
boat, all he could do would 
be to take up the hopeless 
chase where it had been left 
off. As soon as the smug- 
glers heard his wallowing, 
converted torpedo job ap- 
proach they would put off 
into the bayou again in their 
lightly skimming racing 
craft. Connally shrugged in 
the shadows thinking of the 
fifty-calibre machine gun on 
the prow of his sturdy craft. 
Unhappily, he squirmed 
back, feeling that — machine 
gun or not — he was' about to 
re-enact the losing race of 
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the earlier evening. Groping 
carefully in the gloom, his 
hand touched an old bucket 
and the inspector had a sud- 
den idea. 

THE bucket was old, but 
water-tight. His fumb- 
ling exploring fingers check- 
ed that quickly, probing into 
the rust. Connally rolled into 
deeper shadows and worked 
with intense, desperate speed. 
He stripped off his under 
shirt and ripped it to shreds. 
His frantic fingers found two 
largf stones, which be bound 
securely to his feet. Grasp- 
ing the bucket in one hand, 
the policeman waded stead- 
ily down the bank into the 
muddy water. Across the 
narrow bay an alligator 
grunted. Connally shudder- 
ed, but walked on until the 
water reached his chin. He 
lifted the pail overhead, 
sucked in a great lungful of 
air and settled the pail up- 
side down on his shoulders, 
trapping a bit more air in its 
narrow confines. 

The stones held' his feet to 
the slimy bottom and he 
waded blindly through the 
underwater murk toward the 
moored boat. 

Pressure of the water bare- 
ly left room inside the 
bucket for breathing, and 
Connally hoarded the pre- 
cious air as his groping 
fingers sought the boat's 
bottom. His hands touched 
the smootrf underside and 
the policeman' worked rapid- 
ly while his head pounded 
from the close hot air. He 
worked carefully. If the craft 



were damaged noticeably the 
criminals would flee in the 
truck. Catching felons — not 
scaring them — was his job. 

He finished in the slippery, 
dark wetness, and with 
bursting lungs swam under- 
water as far as possible. In 
the shadows of the bank he 
poked his nose and eyes 
through the surface. He was 
unobserved. Grinning to him- 
self he lurched up the bank 
and into the thick shrubbery. 
Careless now of the cutting 
branches, he retraced his 
way to the little lagoon. His 
stocky, powerful little boat 
still rode the gentle swells. 

Connally swam out, duck- 
ing under frequently to wash 
off the mud of the swamps. 
He clambered over the side 
just in time to hear the start- 
ing throb of the speedboat's 
motors as the smugglers 
headed back down the chan- 
nel. Hastily, he leaped back 
of the wheel and switched 
off the lights. 

Barely visible in the faint 
g'ow the sleek criminal craft 
edged out of the channel. Its 
engines idled in coughing 
harmony and the sharp nose 
swung toward a break in the 
reefs. Connally waited till he 
heard their smooth motor 
bark into full speed then he 
opened his throttle, flicked 
on the forward lights and 
headed straight for the 
thugs. If it came to a colli- 
sion, he could afford it with 
his heavier craft. His me- 
chanic looked back in won- 
derment as the hopeless 
chase started again. 

"Clamber up forward and 



man the gun," Connally 
roared above the motors and 
the youth obeyed from habit. 
To his surprise, they were 
gaining on the trim craft, 
which was struggling ahead 
in erratic leaps. Its powerful 
engines seemed to fight it. 
clear of one mud bank, only 
to have it bog down in an- ' 
other. 

The coast guard boat sent 
a spatter of bullets across 
the criminals' bow and they 
slowed momentarily.' Again, 
- they leaped ahead in a roar- 
ing attempt to escape— only 
to bog down helplessly. Un- 
expectedly, the lights flashed 
on and the three crewmen 
lined the rail, hands raised. 
Watchfully, the police pulled 
alongside and tookthe. men 
aboard one by one, disarm- 
ing them as they came. 

safely locked in the 
cabin. Inspector Connally 
turned to his helper. "I've 
had enough swimming for 
this evening," he hid a smile 
as he spoke. "If we're going 
to tow that shell back to the 
base you'll have to do some- 
thing for me." His amused 
eyes watched the younger 

"Sure thing," the youth 
was eager. "You want me to 
fasten a line to ft?" 

"That would be the first 
thing." Connally agreed. 
"Then you dive under the 
hull and untie that bucket I 
fastened to the keel. I never 
yet saw a boat that towed 
well with its sea-anchor 
■out!" 

The End 
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SET THB 
PACeiN 
FEATURES 




One look tells you . . . you need a sparkling new Schwinn-Built 
Bicycle to outclass all the rest! Exclusively Schwinn-Built are such 
pace-setting features as Knee-Action Spring Fork for smoother, 
easier riding, Tubular Rims for greater strength with less weight, 
aflfe Forewheel Brake far trigger-quick stops. Built-in Kicks tand for trouble- 
W J ,ee P"^ing, and Cyclelock for built-in theft-protection. Be out in 
front with America's favorite ... the precision-engineered Schwinn- 
Built Bicycle. See your dealer . . . today. 




EXCITING MOVIE STAR- 
BICYCLE FOLDER . 

Just fill in the coupon, 
pasfe it on a penny posf- / \ 
card and mail. You'll get y V 
a lUing fulUotar folder, •* B ^* 
filled with pictures of your favorite 
movie stars enjoying their Schwinn- 
Built Bicycle*. Send for your copy 



ARNOLD, SCHWINN 6 CO., 1)56 N. Kildare Ave., Chicago 39, III. 
Please send me FREE Movie Star-Bicycle Folder. 



ARNOLD, SCHWINN & CO., 1758 N. Kildare Avenue, Chicago 39, Illinois 



DARKMARK! 




